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places, the capitol rotunda. Thackeray was an artist by birthright, and his judgment was beyond chance or question. He took a quiet turn around the rotunda, and in a few words gave each picture its perfectly correct rank and art valuation. 'Trumbull is your painter/ he said; 4 never neglect Trumbull.' Other places of interest were then seen, after which we started homeward. He had not yet been at my house, and my chief anxiety was to coach him safely past that Jackson statue. The conversation hung persistently upon art matters, which made it certain that I was to have trouble when we should come in view of that particular excrescence. We turned the dreadful corner at last, when, to my astonishment, Mr. Thackeray held straight past the hideous figure, moving his head neither to the right nor left, and chatting as airily as though we were strolling through an English park. Now I knew that the instant we came in sight of poor Jackson's caricature he saw it, realised its accumulated terrors at a glance, and, in the charity of his great heart, took all pains to avoid having a word said about it. Ah, but he was a man of rare consideration."*
On matters artistic he laid down the law again and again with no uncertain voice. His courage was prodigious. As it was said of Disraeli that, even at the beginning of his career, both in his political writings and when speaking in the House, he always attacked men of bigger standing than himself, so may it be said of Thackeray that he made it a rule to tilt against men of recog-
*At a private house Thackeray spoke of the statue. " The hero was sitting in an impossible attitude," he said, "on an impossible horse with an impossible tail"; and the artist's defence, that he had never seen an equestrian statue, did not cause him to alter his opinion.